be the first in your town 
to wear this sensational 

COROZO NUT RING 

said to bring GOOD LUCK to the wearer 
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SPECIAL!! 

HERE is the latest craze in "good luck" 
jewelry — the Corozo Nut Ring — hand 
Ptt©V*^*. a*©** 1 * i cirved from the nut of the Corozo Palm. 
"V. US**—. I These r i n g S are highly prized by the natives 

of Puerto Rico because of the legend that 
GOOD LUCK ALWAYS FOLLOWS THE 
WEARER. 

Thousands of people paid 51 apiece for these 
rings. Through our special "get acquainted' 
offer you may have your choice of any ring 
for ONLY 50c. Sale price (cash orders only) . 
The rings are hand carved and hand polished to a beautiful ebony black, then 
set with simulated pearl. Order one of these fascinating rings today. Your 
choice of any ring ONLY 50c postpaid. (Order by Numbers.) Sorry — no 
C. 0. D. orders at this special price. 

SEND 50c CASH, STAMPS or MONEY 
ORDER with your nome, address and ring siie. 

'Beware of Substitutes: Our rings are guaran- 
teed to be the genuine Corozo Nut Rings. 

HAREM CO. (The House of Rings) 
30 Church Street, Dept. C-2S4,New York 7, N. Y. 
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YOUR INVENTION PAGE! 



we present some of the best inventions sent in this month by CAPTAIN 
MIDNIOHT readers! Your invention may be chosen next month. Send 




LUMI-BIKS 

yr% VS5-* A BICYCLE PAINTED WITH LUMINOUS 
' HUNT TO MAKE NISHT PEDAUJN6 
HCKB SCFE. INI/SMTOK: 6KCVER L. 
PORTER. HAIZTSV1LLE, TENN. 




sudsy shower nozzle 
-svbh a sprins compartment in 

■■ t"e shower nozzle in which 
cake op soap may se 
°laceo for a steacy stzea 
~ soap suos. it 15 easily 
tcved for clear water. 
invbntor: e schonblc* 

"TONE AVE B2ATOE0,fi 



AUTOMATIC (ZADIO 

THE CALL LETTERS OP ANY 
SROACCASTlse STATION SPOKEN 
INTO THE WINIATIKE tKHOKH 
AjTOMATICAIXY &VES tCu THAT 
STATOJ ON YOUR RADIO. 
IHYSttTOX' JIM SRi'-KA'AN . 
2622 DUFONT N. 
MINNEAPOLIS. MINN. 



THIS IS AN 
TOMORROW 
MORRISON, 



FUTUK8US 

ORI&INAL 0ESI6N OF WHAT THE BUS OF 
MAY LOOK LIKE. INVCHTOR: EDWARD 
5*7 N. WILCOX AVE., LOS AN6ELES 4, CALIF. 



CAPTAIN MIDNIGHT tends FREE to every contributor a personal CAPTAIN MIDNIGHT INVENTION PATENT. 
Send Kim YOUR invention at 49 West Putnam Avenue. Greenwich, Conn., and watch tor it to appear here. 
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ADRIFT 
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A "Red Sfcye" Story 
By Dick Kraus 



The raft toned upon the $ea 
And the thief grinned icily 
Though Red had tried 
Hit hands were tied 
By the gun held menacingly! 

THE LITTLE RAFT FLOATED. It 
floated under the broiling sun of day, 
and in the black chill of night. It floated 
on an ocean that was as still and motion- 
less as a green mirror, and through the 
crashing tumult of a tropical storm. It 
floated on and on. and when four days and 
nights had gone by. life had almost gone 
out o£ the two men on the raft. 

One of these men, supported in a half- 
upright position on his elbows, wore a 
tattered, salt-crusted pilot's uniform. 
Weakened by thirst and hunger, his pale 
blue eyes still scanned the horizon alertly 
—scanned it for the sign of smoke or land 
that would mean a chance at rescue. This 
man was Red Skye. 

His companion lay slumped against the 
side of the raft, breathing sterterously 
through black, cracked lips. Occasionally 
his eyelids parted, and he looked at Red 
for a moment, without speaking. His name 
was Cracker . . . Cracker Bly. 

"Cracker Bly," Red said slowly, look- 
ing down at the other man. "How did you 
ever get that name?" 

"My name?" The words came hard. "I 
got it . . . when I was fifteen . . . and 
cracked out of reform school. . . ." 

"And later, when you began to crack 
safes — and skulls?" 

"The name stuck," Cracker Bly said. 
His unshaven, swollen face turned slowly, 
and he looked at the unbroken circle of 
the horizon. Not a ship, not a cloud, not 
a sign of land. He breathed heavily. 
"I'd like to crack out of here," he said. 

FIVE DAYS BEFORE, Red Skye had 
been given an unusual assignment. While 
in the small Central American country of 
San Reno, he'd received a telegram from 
his home office. It instructed him to wait 
at the airfield for two passengers who were 
to be flown back to the United States. One 
was a U. S. Deputy Marshal . . . and the 
other was Cracker Bly. 

"I picked Bly up here in San Reno" 



the Marshal had said that afterndon, "and 
we're extraditing him back to the States. 
He's' wanted up there on a murder rap." 

Red nodded, eyeing the surly, power- 
fully-built criminal. 

Within ten minutes the plane had re- 
ceived clearance and was winging up into 
the brilliant tropical sunset. Behind him, 
the Marshal and his prisoner sat silently. 
As the hours passed, they dozed off. 

Lying there in the raft, with Cracker 
opposite him, Red remembered it well. 

There was a sudden, choking, coughing 
noise from the engine— and it conked out. 
The plane shuddered, nosed forward, and 
careened toward the blanket of ocean be- 
low. 

"Wake up!" Red had shouted frantically 
behind him. "We're crashing!" 

Fighting the pull of gravity. Red strug- 
gled out of his seat in the twisting, falling 
plane. He threw life jackets at his two 
passengers and heaved a self-inflating rub- 
ber raft into place by the door. Then, for 
a moment, he fought the controls. 

What happened in the next few mo- 
ments after that was a confused, hazy 
memory for Red. He knew that he pushed 
Cracker and the raft out of the plane— 
and then turned to look for the Marshal. 
He caught a glimpse of him, crushed and 
unconscious, in the rear of the ship — and 
then the swirling water closed in. Fight- 
ing savagely, he won his way to the law 
officer . . . but he could not pull him loose. 
Finally, his lungs bursting. Red lunged 
through the door and kicked his way to 
the surface. 

Biting great mouthfuls of the lifegiving 
air, Red looked around. Where was Crack- 
er Bly— and the raft? 
. The stars gave him his answer. There, 
fifty yards away, and paddling hard, was 
the criminal. Red's lips twisted, and his 
arms lashed into a powerful crawl. 

"Trying to get away . . . and leaving 
me to drown." 

Cracker paddled furiously, but Red soon 
overtook the cumbersome rubber raft. 
Grabbing at its side, he attempted to heayt 
himself up to it. But Cracker smashed at 
his hand with the raft's paddle, and Red 
fell back into the water, swallowing a 
great mouthful of the nauseating brine. 
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Now he knew what he was up against. 
Cracker was determined to escape ... 
at any cost. 

Slowly Red swam around the Boating 
raft, as Cracker waited, paddle in hand. 
Then, all at once, the red-headed airman 
slipped forward, diving beneath the sur- 
face. Stroking powerfully, he passed un- 
der the raft and came up on the other side. 
With a sudden, desperate motion, he grab- 
bed the gunwales of the raft and heaved 
himself in, to face the startled ex-convict. 

"My turn," he gritted, lunging against 
Cracker. 

A concrete-hard fist splatted against the 
criminal's chest, and another against his 1 
jaw. 

"Listen now," the pilot said, "and get 
this through your thick head. We're in 
this together, and we're going to be lucky 
to get out of it alive! You stay on your 
side of the raft and I stay on mine — until 
we sight land or a ship. One move from 
you and you'll go where the U. S. Marshal 
did. Well?" 

Cracker BIy nodded sullenly. 

"Okay," he said "In this — together. No 
moves." 

And, in the days that passed, there were 
no moves. Each sat on his side of the raft. 
Red searched the compartments of the 
rubber craft and swore softly to himself 
as he found only a single water container 
— at most enough to last a couple of days. 
He doled it out, drop by drop, for the first 
two days, Then there was nothing at all 
to drink, and on the next blazing noon. 
Cracker had pulled himself to the side of 
the raft and plunged his hands into the 
cool green water lapping there. 

"I wouldn't drink that if I were you," 
Red had said. 

"Why not?" Cracker had said hoarsely. 
"I'll wet my mouth^— if I can stand the 
taste." 

Red shook hit head grimly 

"No, you'll drink a few gulps of it. And 
then — rve seen what happens to men who 
drink sea water. They go nuts. It poisons 
them — they have cramps, convulsions, and 
that's all. Drink it if you want to commit 
suicide. . . ." 

Cracker had slowly withdrawn his hands 
from the water. 

NOW THEY WERE four days on the 
raft — the last two without anything to 
drink. No rain, no clouds, nothing but the 
hot yellow sun beating relentlessly down. 
Then Red caught a glimpse of a distant 
smudge on the low horizon. He leaned 
forward, squinted, and Cracker followed 
his gaze. it was far away— but it was land 



— and the ocean current was carrying them 
toward it. 

"We're in luck. Cracker." Red said. "A 
few hours— and this .raft is going to float 
up along that coastline." 

Then he got a shock. Cracker Bly was 
sitting there — with an automatic pointed 
directly at him. 

"I'm in luck, Skye, not you," Cracker 
Bly said. "I slipped this gat from the 
Marshal just before we crashed, and I've 
been holding it since then. No sense usirfg 
it until now." 

He motioned with the gun at the side 
of the raft. The water there was smudged, 
darker than it had been. 

"You're going to drink that, Skye— a 
lot of it. And then you're going over the 
side . . . finished. That way there won't be 
nothing to incriminate me ... if they find 
your body — and if they catch me again." 

Red hesitated. His keen eyes searched 
the distant shore line. There was a dim 
recess that looked like a wver mouth, 
opening onto the ocean. If it was . . . 

"C'monl" Cracker grated impatiently. 
"I'm going to be the on}y survivor of our 
little wreck — rand I'm getting away before 
they find out who I am. Drink'" 

Red gulped down quantities of the wa- 
ter. Then he swayed for a moment in the 
raft, and raised a trembling hand to his 
forehead. His face contorted in a grimace 
of pain and he doubled over on the raft 
bottom. There he lay, moving convulsively 
and groaning. Cracker Bly smiled. 

"Neatest way of getting rid of a guy 
I ever heard of," the criminal said. "And 
safest too." 

He reached forward, to heave Red into 
the ocean — and then the unexpected hap- 
pened. Steel muscled hands caught around 
Cracker's neck and hurled him backward. 
In a moment. Red Skye was over him, 
pounding savagely at his face and body. 
Blow after blow thudded into the ex-con- 
vict, until he lay there helpless, the gun 
awash on the raft's bottom. The pilot 
picked the gun up and put it in his pocket. 

"You know," Red said, "it's a funny 
thing that you should have chosen to kill 
me with salt water. Because I once read 
that at the mouths of the Amazon and 
Orinoco Rivers— where the fresh inland 
waters come out into the ocean, the water 
is drinkable. And when"I saw what looked 
like a river mouth on that coastline, and 
realized that this water, was a muddy 
brown, I had a hunch. It was fresh enough 
for me to drink — and it made it a cinch 
getting you off your guard." 

Smiling faintly. Red dipped his haiyl 
over the side and took another drink. 

The land was much closer now. 
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CHANGE A FUSE 




KEEP a flashlight at top of 
steps, so you won't stumble 
down a dark stairway. Using 
your flashlight; open fuse box 
and examine each fuse to locate 
"dead" one. When you replace 
a burned-out fuse, touch only its 
rim. Never put a coin in the fuse 
box instead of a fuse. 

! to have 
fuses on hand. To test a fuse" _ 
an "Eveready" battery, a flash 
light bulb (or the bulb 
bly), and a piece of wire — a: 
right. H fuse is good 
frll light. 




Proof ! . . . in ihe laboratory, in your own flashlight 

EVEREADY" BATTERIES OUTLAST 
ALL OTHER BRANDS.'! 



• Brighter light, longer life! That's what you want in a flash- 
light bartery-and that's what you get with "Eveready" brand 
batteries. Laboratory tests prove it. And the best "laboratory" 
of M-your own flashlight-proves it! That's why "Eveready" 
batteries outsell all other brands -because they Outlast all other 
brands!* 



NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

30 East 42t\d Sireet, New York 17, N. Y. 
"nil til Uaio* Carbide and Carbon Corporation 




